A SONG OF THE MOOR
me a moor for the long white days, VJ     Where the gorse flames high from the heather, And a ribbon of road that meets a haze
Of glorious summer weather. And innocent clouds that rim the sky, Too snowy- white for treachery.
Give me a friend, or more than a friend,
Whose smile is good to remember, And a summer grown riotous ere its end,
As the year drops down to September ; And hung in the skies of the afternoon The misty impudent slip of a moon.
Give me a tall wood shadow-still,
Where timorous wild things scramble, And a wall running rough up the side of the hill,
Close-liveried bright with bramble ; And paths that scatter away from the sun With never a knowledge of where they run.
There's joy asleep where the lingering mist
Still clings to the drowsy heather ; And the sun and I, we have made a tryst
To awaken her together. And he's tapping now on the window-sill, To say he's missed me on the hill.
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